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switched on the light, as he had done for so many
voyages within the last two years. His manner
might have been that of a somnambulist. Duti-
fully he went forward to rouse his master, to stir
the bedclothes gently.
But his outstretched hands never reached the
blanket. His whole body became rigid. In terror
he gazed at Mynheer Van Kuyler's form.. His
master's countenance, illuminated harshly in the
greenish glare of the lamp, was no longer rubicund.
It was pallid and strangely quiet* The Chief
Officer was lying on his back in an unnatural
position. His obese body was a little mountain in
the bunk. His eyes were wide open and glazed
like those of a sick bird. Prai-Yat, losing hi&
initial fear, moved forward cautiously and touched
the Officer's cheek. It was cold.
Mynheer Van Kuylers was dead. The Annamite
"boy" stood there staring at that intensely white
countenance, his sight a little mesmerized by the
mystery of death. Like all his race, he was abnor-
mally superstitious; the appeasing of a multitude
of evil spirits was part of his day's routine. But
this was a new experience. Being alone in the
presence of a dead white man was an occurrence
he had never dreamt of in his extremely dream-
haunted philosophy. Gradually his fears decreased
a-nd curiosity took their place.
It was then that he became aware of the Officer's
stiff left hand lying across the sheet at the ed$e of
the bunk. On the third finger was a large gold
signet ring; round the flabby wrist hung a goM